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One 


Author's Notes: 
M/m fluff angst 


Jon slowly opens his eyes. As the room comes into focus, he sees warm brown eyes looking back at him, 


surrounded by a friendly face. A familiar face. Richie. "Richie" He tries to smile but his head hurts. 


Relief flashes into the brown eyes. "The doctor said | can take you home now," Richie whispers. "So l'm taking 


you home. We're going home." 


"Okay," Jon sighs. 


Richie leads Jon into the bedroom. "Do you want anything before we go to bed?" 


Did Richie say ‘we? Jon thinks. Where's he going to sleep? "lm tired and | smell like the hospital," Jon says. 


"Do you want to take a bath? I'll make you a bath." With that Richie leaves Jon's side and goes into the 


bathroom. 


Jon sits on the bed and looks around the room. It isn't familiar at all. Why can't he remember his house? 


Selective amnesia is what the doctor said. 


Richie comes out of the bathroom. "I put in the bubble bath you like," he says. " left your pills downstairs. I'l 
go get them. Get in the tub. You'll feel better." Richie affectionately touches Jon's cheek and leaves. 


Taking off his clothes, Jon enters the bathroom and shuts the door. He slowly and carefully steps into the tub 
and sinks down into the bubbles. "Ahh," he sighs. It does feel nice. How does Richie know what bubble bath | like? 
Jon thinks. 

There's a soft knock on the door. "Jon? Can | come in? Or do you want to be alone?" 

"No, come in" 

Richie puts the pills on the sink and sits down on the toilet. "Feel better?" 

"Yeah." 

They sit in silence for a few moments. 

"You know, I'm okay. I'll be okay," Jon says. "You can go home now. I'm just going to go to bed anyway." 

Richie's heart sinks. "Jon-" Shit, He doesn’t remember that I live here, Richie thinks. 

"What?" 

"| live here." 

"Huh?" Jon's head starts to hurt again. "I thought you took me to my house." 

"| did. This is your house. | mean- it's our house." 

Now Jon is confused. "Why do we live in the same house?" 

"Because we live together. We're together.” 


"Together? What do you mean?" 


Now Richie enters a state of panic. "| mean we're- a couple. Married actually. To each other," he manages to 


say calmly. 


"Huh?" Jon suddenly notices the wedding ring on Richie's left hand. "What?" He looks down at his own ringless 
finger. "Married? Then where's my-" He looks back at Richie. 


"They took it off for the MRI. It's in my pocket." With trembling hands, Richie takes it out. "Do you want me to 
put it back on?" 


Jon just stares dumbly at it. 

Before he can react, Richie takes Jon's hand and slips the ring onto it. He can't help thinking about the first 
time he put the ring on Jon's finger. It was at their wedding on the beach in Hawaii. They were so in love and 
happy to have all their friends there. Jon had looked into Richie's eyes with such love and now he just looked 
utterly bewildered. Richie wondered if Jon would ever look at him that way again. "How does that feel?" Richie 
asks nervously. 

Jon is surprised that it feels familiar. "Fine. It feels fine. But why can't | remember-" 


"Us?" Richie's eyes fills with tears. "| don't know." 


"Lovers? We're lovers? We have sex." It is slowly sinking in for Jon. And they're both men, which means- "Oh 


my god. We have- anal sex," Jon realizes. 

"Well, yeah," Richie says. 

"How?" 

Richie pauses, thinking about what he means. "With lube. Lots of lube." 
"Oh my god. How- how often?" 

"Pretty much daily." 

"Really?" 

"Yog" 

"Ahh" Why can't he remember? 


Richie feels like the ground has fallen out from underneath him. A tear escapes his eye and slides down his 


cheek. 


Jon sees this and his heart breaks in two. "l'm sorry. Fuck. | just don't-" 


"Remember," Richie says, sniffling. 


Jon is so embarrassed he wants to die. He wants to sink down under the water and never come out. "How long 


have we been married?" 
Richie looks up. At least Jon is asking questions. "Five years." 


Five years. How can he not remember his five-year marriage? "How did we- | mean- when did we- fall in 


love?" Jon asks. 


Richie can't help smiling thinking about the night when they revealed their feelings for each other. "A few 


years after we met." 
"When?" 
"1186." 


198b. How can he not remember his lover of-? He tries to do the math in his head. "So we've been together 


for" 
"Forever," Richie says. 

Jon leans back against the edge of the tub and looks at Richie's face. Nothing. 
"You don't remember any of it?" 

Jon sighs heavily. 


"Making out in my parents' basement? Sleeping together in hotel rooms on tour? Our wedding in Hawaii?" The 


color drains from Richie's face. "That | love you? That you love me?" 


Jon keeps looking at Richie. "No," he whispers. 


Two 


Richie pulls back the covers on the bed in their quest room. It's killing him that Jon doesn't remember their 
life together, that they're a couple, that they live together in this house. Richie has been sleeping in the guest 
room because the doctor said that Jon should be sleeping where he normally sleeps and he doesn't want to 


sleep with Richie because- Richie doesn't even want to think about it. 


Richie also doesn't want to think about the fact that Jon doesn't even want to kiss him. Richie wants to kiss 
him and hold him so bad but it makes Jon feel weird. Weird! They used to have sex all the time and now Richie 


can't even kiss him! How can he not remember that they love each other? 
Selective amnesia is what the doctor said. 


Richie doesn't know what to do. He loves Jon so much and he needs Jon to love him back. Richie cries quietly 
to himself. He supposes he can wait for Jon again. He had patiently waited for two years for Jon to love him. 
And he had. The first time they kissed, the first time they touched, the first time they made love had been 
so sweet. And it would be sweet again. He supposes that if Jon fell in love with him once, he can again. Richie 


can wait. 

It doesn't feel right, being in bed without Jon. Frustrated, Richie gets up, goes downstairs and out to the 
backyard. He stands out on the deck and sighs, remembering when he had revealed their newly remodeled 
backyard to Jon. It had been all tricked out; he added a deck with a large hot tub and a fire pit. Palm trees 
lined the tall privacy fence. 

"| worked on this all summer," Richie had smiled proudly. "Just for us." 

Jon had just stood with his mouth open. 

"So we could be together outside in some fresh air," Richie had said. 

‘Its awesome." 


"And because | love you," Richie gushed. 


Jon almost cried; he was so overwhelmed. "Oh, Richie," Jon said softly. He reached up and kissed him sweetly on 


the lips. 


They had made steamy hot love in the hot tub that night and now Jon doesn't even remember the backyard 
or the hot tub. Or the love. Richie sighs again and goes back inside. Every room in the house makes him think 
of some special intimate moment that he and Jon have shared. He even proposed to Jon at the house. Still 


frustrated, Richie goes back to bed. 


Richie tosses and turns in the guest bed. He hates sleeping here. He wants more than anything to spoon Jon in 
their bed in their room and fall asleep with Jon snoring softly in his ear. Jon has always been a heavy sleeper 
and this gives Richie an idea. 


He gets out of bed and walks quietly to his and Jon's bedroom. He slowly opens the door and peeks in Sure 
enough, Jon is fast asleep and on the same side of the bed he usually sleeps on. That makes Richie feel a little 
better. Maybe he subconsciously remembers which side of the bed is his. 


He eases himself gently onto the bed, not making a sound. Jon doesn't move or react. Richie scoots up next to 


him and puts an arm around him, burying his face in Jon's hair. This is where he's supposed to be. 


He remembers the first night they slept together in this room after they moved into the house. Most of the 
furniture hadn't been there yet, but the bed had been. After some sensual massages, they had caring loving 
sex for the first time in their bedroom in their house. They had been so happy. Afterwards Richie whispered 
into Jon's ear, "I love you so much, baby. | want to hold you forever." 


Richie remembered thinking that he still couldn't believe that they were actually together, that they had 
bought the house together, that they shared a bedroom, and that they would sleep together every night. He 
was so happy with Jon. 


The feeling had been mutual. "Love you too. l'm so glad we're together," Jon had murmured. 
Jon begins snoring softly and Richie snaps out of his flashback, breathes in Jon's scent and goes to sleep 


instantly, hoping Jon won't wake up and freak out. And he doesn't. After a refreshing sleep, early in the 
morning, Richie wakes up before Jon, kisses him lightly on the cheek, and goes back to the quest room. 


Three 


"Jon?" 
"Richie." 
Jon is sitting on their bed. "What are you doing?" Richie asks. 


‘Ive been thinking. About us. About you," Jon says nervously. He looks up and Richie notices the wet streaks on 
his cheeks. 


Richie's knees turn to jelly. "Have you been crying?" 

"Yeah, a little, but-" 

Richie automatically walks over to him. "Baby- | mean, Jon-" 

"You know, you can call me ‘baby, it's okay, really," Jon decides. "You keep doing it” 
"Okay," Richie says softly. "Why are you crying?" 


"| hadn't realized how hard this must be for you. Sleeping alone- when you're used to-" Jon trails off. He pats 


the bed beside him. "Come here." 
"Did you remember something?" Richie asks hopefully. 


"No," Jon sighs. "But | watched the wedding DVD again. And we look so happy. You look so happy." Jon looks 
away, his eyes filling with tears. 


"I was happy," Richie sniffles. "| was with you. We were- together." 


"I'm so sorry. l- Come here.” Jon pats the bed again and Richie slowly sits down. "I want you to kiss me," Jon 


says. 
"But you'll feel weird," Richie protests. 
"But | know you want to. You must want to. Hell, you must be dying to- you know." Jon can't say it out loud. 


"Well-" Richie breathes. "Yeah." He sits down on the bed and his lips begin to ache immediately. He's aching to 


kiss Jon. He carefully puts his arms around him and leans in 


‘Its okay," Jon whispers. "Go ahead." 


He closes the distance between their mouths and kisses Jon gently. He moans softly as Jon's lips open up under 
his. It's been so long. "God, I've missed this so much," Richie whispers into Jon's mouth before kissing him again, 
a little more deeply this time. But he doesn't want to overdo it. He moves his head to Jon's shoulder and 
whispers, "How did that feel?" 

Jon exhales slowly. "It was- nice. It felt nice." 

Richie's heart sinks a little. Jon used to ravenously attack his mouth and now- 

"How do l- what do | usually do with my arms?" Jon asks, his face slightly red. 

"You usually wrap them around my neck, like this." Richie picks up Jon's arms and places them around his neck 


"Okay" This time Jon leans into Richie and they kiss again, even more deeply. 


Richie is in heaven. 


Four 


"Richie, |-" Jon's heart starts beating faster at what he's about to say. "You don't have to- | mean- | don't 


want you to sleep in the guest room anymore. You can sleep here. With me." Jon clears his throat: 
Richie can barely contain his happiness. "Are you sure?" 

"Yes," Jon states. "I'm sure." 

Relief washes over Richie. "I'm so glad," he smiles. "I hate sleeping in there. Without you." 

"| know." 


"Let me know if l'm holding you too tightly, Jonny," Richie whispers as he tightens his arms around him. It feels 
so good to be lying beside him again, he can't help himself. 


"You're holding me perfectly, Richie," Jon sighs. Richie's body is warm, Jon feels like he could fall asleep 
instantly. 


"| love you, baby," Richie says before he can stop himself. 
Richie makes Jon feel so fantastic, he realizes. So loved. "I know, Richie," he whispers before falling asleep. 


They sleep through the night together and Jon wakes up and just watches Richie sleep. When he awakens, he 


smiles at Jon It's so great to wake up next to him. 


"So when we decided to get- get engaged, was it you or me?" Jon is really curious about this aspect of their 


relationship. 
"What do you mean?" Richie rolls over to face his lover. 
"Did you propose to me or did | propose to you?" 


It was me," Richie reveals. "I was going to plan a romantic evening with dinner and champagne but | ended up 
blurting it out one night when we were in the hot tub on the deck" Richie smiles fondly at the memory. 


"| would have liked the champagne," Jon teases. "What made you blurt it out?" 
"Well, the water was bubbling, the atmosphere was steamy, and | think | was a little light-headed from all the 


margaritas we were drinking. And we were kissing and hugging and you told me you loved me and | blurted out, 


"| want to marry youl" 


Jon laughs. "Oh." Without thinking, he places his hand on Richie's arm. "Did | say yes right away? 


"Well, you were really surprised. You asked me, ‘Can we do that? and | nodded. Then you tilted your head and 
thought about it for a minute and then you said yes." 


"That's sweet," Jon admits. 

"It was one of the best nights of my life," Richie confesses. 

"Oh, Richie," Jon leaned toward him and allows Richie to kiss him softly. "How long did you think about it?" 

| was at my cousin's wedding and | was talking to my cousin-in-law when he asked me if | was ever going to 
get married. And | said, ‘| don't see how. I'm still with Jon’ And he said, ‘You two can get married legally in 
three states,' and | said, ‘Really? and he went on to say that Hawaii was one of the states and that's when | 
started thinking about it" 

"Your cousin," Jon nods. 

"Yeah," Richie goes on. "I knew | loved you and wanted to be with you always so l-" 

"Asked me to marry you," Jon finishes. 


Richie looks deeply into Jon's eyes with love. "Yes." 


Jon doesn't know what else to say. "Thank you.” 


Five 


Jon grunts with frustration. Richie isn’t lying. He's watched the wedding DVD a million times. He's seen all the 
wedding pictures. He's read all the cards from their friends congratulating them on their special day, their 
special day that he doesn't remember. Jon punches the mattress. This is obviously their bedroom. The bed is 
big and soft and luxurious and perfect for sex. Both of their clothes are in the big closet. The guest room is 
really the guest room with a small empty closet. 


Going through all of the drawers, Jon finds the giant tube of K-Y Jelly in the nightstand. He even finds Richie's 
copy of The Joy of Gay Sex with notes written in the margins that read, "Jon loves this,” "Jon doesn't like 
this," and "Try this on Jon when there's lots of time." Of course the position he loves according to Richie's 
note is totally unfamiliar. Jon closes the book with a grunt. He glances back into the drawer and that's when he 


notices the unmarked CD. 


Jon wonders why there would be a CD in the drawer with sex stuff. Mood music? He gets up to put it in the 
CD player when he notices it's in fact a DVD. He puts it in the DVD player and switches on the TV and starts 


watching. 


The scene opens up with a shot of their bedroom. Someone is lying on the bed. The picture comes into focus 
and Jon realizes that it's him. He's on the bed naked with his legs spread and he's touching himself. Pleasuring 
himself. He does this for a while and then Richie's voice comes on and says, "Smile for the camera, baby. Make 


me feel it." 


Jon looks toward the camera and smiles. "Rich, this is so exciting. It feels so good. I'm not going to last much 


longer." 

"Then let's get to it," Richie's voice says excitedly. 

"Here we go," Jon breathes. "Oh, oh, oh, oh! Mmm-" Jon's glistening white liquid spills out over his hand and 
onto his stomach. His chest rises and falls and his head sinks back into the pillow as he strokes slowly over his 
now softening cock, sighing with sexual satisfaction 


"Jesus, that was fucking hot," Richie's voice says. 


Jon looks back at the camera with a flushed face and disheveled hair. "You liked that? Was it fun to watch?" A 


satisfied grin spreads over his face. 
"Hell yes." Richie comes into the shot and crawls onto the bed naked and sporting an impressive erection. He 
hovers on his hands and knees over Jon and bends down, kissing him hard on the lips. Jon moans with pleasure. 


| want to fuck you," Richie says just loud enough for the camera to pick up. 


‘Oh yes," Jon sighs. Lifting his hips up, he moves a pillow underneath himself and spreads his legs. 


Richie rubs some lube onto his hard and ready cock and gets into position He pushes into Jon and starts 
thrusting slowly. He places the palms of his hands on Jon's chest and looks at him. "Oh | want to fuck you 


hard," he groans. 


Jon reaches over his head and grips the headboard. "Go for it," he gasps with pleasure, moving his legs around 


Richie's waist. 


"Ahh." Richie kicks it into high gear, moving fast and rough in and out of Jon After a while, his thrusts 


become more and more erratic. He closes his eyes and throws his head back, yelling out loudly as he comes. 
Jon lets go of the headboard and ran his fingers through his hair, pushing a few stray strands out of his face. 
"Jesus," Richie sighs as he sort of collapses onto Jon, breathing heavily. 

"Now that was fucking hot," Jon says. 


Richie recovers and kisses Jon softly before getting off the bed. He comes toward the camera and the scene 


ends. 


Jon sits frozen on the bed in shock He doesn't know if he's more shocked that he had agreed to make a sex 
tape or that he's hard from watching it. He feels a familiar rush between his legs and shifts to accommodate 
his aroused cock. Well, there it was. On record. It was all true. Richie was giving it to him hard and he was 


loving it. He falls back onto the bed, needing time to recover from his and Richie's little home movie. 


